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	That Thing

**Hello, I hope you will like this one shot! I loved writing it! It's set at the beginning of season 6. Enjoy! Xx**

* * *

><p>She doesn't really know how she ends up at the same place again, late at night, way past midnight, his posture weak as he stares out of the window and she stands beside him, thinking how every moment like this- nothing but silence filled with unspoken questions between them is driving them more together but also more apart.<p>

But today it feels different, it's not like she has a reason to be here, today there is not even a firm's name to hide under_. "This is PSL, I am here for the job"_ she would have mumbled any other day but today there was nothing left. There were empty rooms and scattered papers and she was still here, standing beside him and holding his universe together. And maybe for the first time he really realized how she was here just for him.

"Donna" he whispers then, breaking the silence. She doesn't even meet his gaze, she just keeps staring out through the glass, separating them from the chaos of the world and echoes of the traffic, the soft sound of the record playing in the background blurred to her ears as he pronounces her name.

"Yes Harvey?" she whispers and he turns around, now leaning on the glass window, looking her in the eyes. "What are we going to do now...? I mean... we never talked about whether you are going to stay here or go back to Louis" he somehow manages to form a sentence, one so bitter sounding to him as he asks the question, afraid of an answer- just like she asked one months ago.

She swallows, not only did they never discuss it, she never thought about it. To her it was logical as a first grade homework that she was there for him- for better or for worse. And it was logic to her to hold his broken pieces together, till death does them part. And it seemed perfectly clear to her at that moment that there was no other place for her on this Earth than beside him, because that's who she is... that's who they are.

Holding together the pieces for as long as it takes before they are glued back together.  
>A minute of silence feels like years in his head before he pronounces her name again, now a little less sure and a little quieter. The way she probably tries to brave herself up for an answer doesn't go unnoticed by him as she takes a deep breath before saying "This is who we are. Harvey and Donna." she tries to sound confident, the smile decorating her lips doesn't really reach her eyes the way he thought it would.<p>

Somehow he feels surprised by her answer, somehow he would have imagined feeling happy and safe, because a few months ago if she told him this he would have finally been able to breathe again, but now- her idea of them going back into this circle, her staying beside him in this way and this exact way only seems like the worst news of all.

"I thought you would be happy" she mumbles, like he pointed out to her years ago in that diner. Their first arena.

"I am" he nods, his back turned to her again and she doesn't know what to say or how to feel. She gets scared at the idea of not being able to read him, any plot twist was a sense of losing control for her... _maybe that's why she never liked books?_ She thinks, shaking the thought away. Somehow every pattern in her life was slowly making sense with his presence, even the most random things fell into place with him.

"If this is about...« she starts and doesn't really know where it's going, there are words she would have loved to say before but not now, not after everything. "It is" he whispers before she even finishes her sentence, the image of him asking her _´is this about your rule?´_ twelve years ago dancing in his memory.  
>"I didn't even say anything" she smiles at him lightly, the uncertainty of the situation, the thousand possibilities roaming her head at the moment he finally turns back around.<p>

"Only this time I would like to set the conditions" he states, his facial expression soft but his voice even softer.

She takes a step back, it's a reflex at this point. He takes one imaginary step towards her line and she steps back to even out the score. "I don't understand" she mumbles, and he looks away "Donna I...we need to... I don't...« he is stuck but manages to get through, somehow she just keeps staring at him and she doesn't say a word. "We need a fresh start."

"After 12 years?" she mocks, it isn't really like her tone is light and happy but she tries really hard to lighten up the heaviness hanging above this conversation. "Things are great Harvey" she adds. "Things?" he nods, "what things?"

She can't believe he even asks at this point but it's like she has no fight left in her. "The things you know... those things that happen but don't really happen because oh god, no way we talk about them" she shoots back "and those things that almost become real but don't in the end. Those exact things." She finishes, and swallows, cursing herself for losing control. _Donna does not lose control._

He doesn't believe it, he feels like at this exact moment those things are as present as they could be. He loves her, he loves her so much and it isn't really because she is everything- smart, sassy, hot, goes toe to toe with him or because she is always there. He just loves the way she fought through the forest to his heart and he didn't even notice. He just loves HER.  
>And he remembers at that moment how he always said that he doesn't give up without a fight and how all those "battles" led to this moment where there is nothing for him to live for, the cold empty halls not even a reflection of what this life used to be. But she is still here and those "things" to him... well they are anything but cold and empty.<p>

He takes a step further and she is so focused on staring out of the window, refusing to meet his gaze that she doesn't even register it before he is standing beside her, his eyes breaking apart each and every piece of her and putting it back to the exact place where it belongs. She just shakes her head. Just shakes it firmly.

And he questions her with his eyes. He continues to look at her, his brown eyes every shade of hope and love she thinks it's possible to see in this world. He is showing her how those "things" that she called dead a few seconds ago are pulsing in the air between them, tangled in the warm breaths of his that hit her skin.

"Because if I had known that rule would last 12 years long… I wouldn't have changed a single thing" he admits and it sets her body in panic mode, thinking she misunderstood again before he continues "because some things never die for a reason... because we are who we are thanks to it and Donna I will never think anyone is good enough for you and if i could i would spend my whole goddamn life punching guys that want you." he whispers, a sense of lightness in his tone but the situation itself makes it heavy.

"Harvey what are you trying to say?" she asks, her voice barely a whisper because no way she is letting herself make guesses ever again. She wants the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth- like he has sworn to say a million times.

"What I am trying to say is that yes, maybe I should have fought harder and be more open but I am who I am today because of what you did. And I know I will never be good enough, at least not in my eyes because if you saw yourself through mine you would understand what I mean. But I am a better person and I know that I can love the way you deserve to be loved... because you deserve everything" he says, it feels like it didn't make sense or that maybe he didn't really say any of it out loud because really he had a whole speech prepared for days now, but somehow this just came out of him like a volcano of uncontrolled thoughts.

"Love?" she asks, the words from him still so unfamiliar. "Yes... you know that thing between us" he whispers, his glassy eyes mirroring the lights that barely twinkle around the room. "So my rule is…" he starts and she digs her fingers in her dress, she really doesn't know how to read him and maybe for one of the first times she has no idea what he is about to say.

"...that there is no rules. We are Harvey and Donna, like you said. But not the made up version, we are the version we were supposed to be from the beginning. All of it." he states, looking at her, not a hint of a doubt present.  
>"Everything..." she whispers to herself, she really is firm like stone against the ground, her legs aren't moving and she doesn't even know what to say or how to process. She was ready to be here for him every day again and go back home at night, she programed herself that way.<p>

"Everything" he confirms. "If that's what you want...I mean..." he shakes his head and she tries hard to hide a light smile decorating her soft lips. «I just want you, okay?" he cries out.

"Things would have to change" she exhales, staring out of the window. "No, not really" he differs and she looks at him confused.

"Donna at the end of the day you have always been the most important person for me. You are the one I ran to when I had to make the hardest choice of my life and as always you guided me onto the right path. And I would always do the same for you if you asked me to. You are the reason why I am where I am today and I owe so much of it to you. You stayed here and really you never left even when I thought you did. And I could never fully love anyone because you filled up my heart with so much love that there was not an inch left. And I just love you and I can't stop thinking about what my life could be like if I just... If we could." he struggles

"So no, things wouldn't really have to change, things would just have to stop being ignored because it's all here" he moves his hand to his chest, right where his heart is. "And there" he adds, pointing at her chest.

"You really thought this through, didn't you?" she whispers, overwhelmed. "I had 12 years to think about it Donna" he swallows. "I am not going to ignore it. And no, you really shouldn't come back to my desk if that… what we did for 12 years is all you want. I am not trying to set a line here and make you choose this because I set an ultimatum... But I want you to choose ME." he states "and not that desk outside my goddamn office."

"I never really cared much for that desk" she smiles.

"Do I have to write you a formal notice? Schedule an appointment?" he tries to make a joke, his head spinning from everything he has been collecting his courage to say for so long. "I have time" she states, looking at her watch "right now"

He exhales. He did it. He won the only fight that ever mattered and it didn't really feel like an ending glory, it felt like a bright beginning. "5 minutes" he says, his hand slowly reaching for hers. "I have to do something else first"

She is confused and swallows, about to ask him what is he going to do before he leans in, everything slowly flashing in front of her before it all blurs away when his lips crash on hers. It's not like they get fireworks across the whole sky reaching New York City and the record has ended minutes ago but in reality all she sees and feels is him, surrounding her. And he forgets to breathe, because after 12 years, THAT THING was finally filled with so much oxygen that it went up in flames.

Those kisses extend across the line that was built with over a decade worth of memories. And his touches, gentle and soft blow it away with the wind and her nails that dig in his bare back not long after crack the last pieces of the line open.

And he smiles because those dreams he had were nothing compared to reality. Because that's who she was... that's who they were... they make every reality better than a dream could be. They are Harvey and Donna.

* * *

><p><em>"<em>_I was hoping that you would be happy." He whispered before she had a chance to look away. "I am." She tried hard to smile but she couldn't. "If this is about your rule" he started but she cut him off "No, it's not about that." when in reality they both knew it was exactly about that._

_"__Because if I had known this was going to happen I wouldn't have come over" he explained, trying to make eye contact with her but she kept looking down. _

_"__Why didn't you know that it was going to happen?" she asked then and his voice softened "Because I had never thought about taking another job before… and when I did" there was a pause on his end, and she kept listening, her heart beating out of her chest "I thought about who I wanted to take it with… look I don't want to find out what kind of lawyer I would be without you." He finished, promising her forever._

* * *

><p><strong>I hope you liked this! I really feel like a talk about what's going to happen next with them will be necessary ASAP *_* Please review to let me know your thoughts! <strong>

**-A xx**


End file.
